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South Coast of Ireland. Heavy loss of life.'
His face maintained unmoved its expression
of polite interest. He laid the paper down.
cAs I was saying/ he continued, in his cool,
easy voice, cin the matter of an additional
halfpenny, we must not let the comparative
insignificance of the monetary unit involved
affect the question of principle.5
My acquaintance with Lord Kitchener
may perhaps be described as slight. It con-
sisted, as the emissary of the committee, in
standing nervously at the edge of his room,
almost in my extreme terror backing against
the door, while he exclaimed in a deep,
meaningless voice, 'What.' I do not even
know whether this oracular monosyllable was
directed to me or to the soldier who intro-
duced me. At any rate the word seemed to
have a meaning for him, because he ushered
me out again instantly. Tm sorry/ he said.
cMy fault. I must have got the time wrong.5
cBut my committee want to know,5 said I.
CK. won't worry much about that,' replied
the soldier. CI shall be seeing Mr. Balfour
in four minutes; 111 speak to him.3 cYes,
do,' said the young man, sitting down at his
desk.
I walked  across  to Whitehall  Gardens,
boiling   hopelessly.    The   information   for
, which I had been dispatched was vital and
needed  urgently.   Nobody  but  Kitchener
could give it.   He had towered at me from